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The more you got, the more you want 


Author's Notes: 

So that\'s the little improvisation | finally commited. ;) It took quite a long time for | had a few blocks in the 
process, left it and didn\'t thought of it for a while (| really wanted this to remain extempore), but.. here it is! 
Please leave the comment if you liked the story or click \"read\" if you made it to the end. ;) 


Denver, CO 
IO Jan 1987, 3:15 AM 
„Keifer. Keifer. Wake up, man." 


Jeff's voice got through to Tom, forcing him to raise his head up off the back of a couch and to open his 
eyes. 


‘lm not sleeping." - he murmured in response - "What do you want?" 


"They're all drunk" Jeff pointed at their bandmates, who laid in random places in the room. Empty bottles of 
different alcohols thrown here and there were the only sign of the drinkin'-bout that appeared out of nowhere 
after tonight's show. 

"So are we. Only difference is we're not THAT drunk, so we're still conscious." 

"l'm bored." 


"LaBar, don't try to annoy me." 


The guitarist shrugged his arms and walked up to Tom. The vocalist wouldn't be surprised if he started to 
shake his hand like an overly enthusiastic child. 


"| dont want to be bored" 

"Why don't you just find something to do? | don't know. Maybe go into the rests footsteps and just sleep?" 
"Im not sleepy.” 

"Or toke a rest 

"That's not the most interesting thing to do. 


"Shit, man, do whatever doesn't involve my presence!" Tom groaned and let his head fall down again. His eyes 


shut closed. 

The silence didn't last long of course. Not with Jeff. 

"You should eat the banana before you fall asleep." 

Keifer raised his head again and set his now concerned eyes on his friend. 


"You're blabbering. Please tell me it's because of the alcohol, weed or both of them, not because of a mental 


disease." 

Jeff threw him a glance full of pity. 

"None of these you stud. Actually | haven't drunk that much. And returning to the banana, my brother told 
me it's the way to avoid a hangover in the morning. Chemistry or what not" - He said, shrugging his arms 


again and pausing for a few seconds. - "So what about doing something?" 


Keifer was still in silence, looking at him aware. Jeff rolled his eyes. 


"Oh come on. | wouldn't poison you." 

Hopeless would be arguing with him, so Keifer just stood up. 

"Wait a minute" he told and headed to the bathroom. Being there he opened a cold water and splashed it onto 
his face to be wider awake. He looked in the mirror and looked slightly surprised that he didn't look any wasted 
though he hadn't played an abstinent that night. Profits of having a strong head. 


“That will be a long night" - he murmured to his own reflection - "and Jeff will make sure of that. By the way, 


| wonder what will he come up with." 

He walked out of the bathroom to find Jeff leaning against the doorframe. 

"You know we're not gonna find any banana for me, right?" - he spoke, heading to him - "And | don't think any 
grocery would be opened at.." - He looked around, finding a clock hanging in the wall. - "at half past three. 
What do you wanna do?" 

LaBar beamed. 


"So you're up for something?" 


"You were kind enough not to let me fall asleep. | hope you had a good reason so | won't have to make you 
regret this." 


Jeff only rolled his eyes, completely untouched by the threat, and grabbed Tom's hand. 
"Let's just go out” 

KKK 

‘Seriously? This one's closed too?" 


"Jeff, I'll start to suspect you're a lunatic. Let's sum up. Its December, not a touristic season. H's the middle 


of the night, when normal people..." 
"We're not normal, Tom." 


"when normal people sleep, and though it's a state capital city, it's not Las Vegas. We're not even in the main 
district. You didn't expect anything omitting cheap motels to be opened, did you?" 


"Shut up, you cynical grump." - Keifer snorted, hearing this sophisticated offence. - "| just thought we'd have a 
little luck" 


"But we didn't. Can we now go back to the hotel? Its quite chilly after thirty minutes of walking ‘round 


aimlessly." 

"Yeah, we can. You know what? We can go practice. This'll surely warm you up." 
"You and your damn ideas..." 

"Don't say you don't like it!" 

"How are we even supposed to get to the bus with instruments?" 


Jeff reached to his pocket, took something out of it and then dangled it in front of Tom's nose. The car keys. 


Keifer raised his brow. 

"Have you planned this or what?" 

"Just in case." Labar shrugged, smiling ear to ear. 

"Idiot. Who even gave it to you?" 

"One of the Bon Jovi's roadies." 

"On his own?" 

"| asked." 

"He should be sacked straight away, giving keys to the fuckin’ Labar" 

"Are you trying to be mean?" 

‘Not at all. OK, let's go. We don't have anything more productive to do anyway." 


It took them relatively short time to get back to the hotel and relatively long to find the place, where the bus 
had been parked. Not to say the keeper made problems. Like a lot of them. 


"Geez, man, | would've taken my jacket if | knew we'd fight with the old man to let us into the bus." Tom said, 
rubbing his upper arms with hands and waiting for the guitarist to open the vehicle. 


"Be patient, Tommy. We're nearly there." 
"Better hurry up.” 


"Don't whine like a little girl." 


He went inside, having Keifer not even an inch behind his back. He chuckled, this guy was ridiculous sometimes. 
"It ain't that bad. Can be worse in Philadelphia" 
"But | have something warm to wear there." 


"Poor freezing baby." - Jeff told with an amused tone in his voice and wrapped his arms around him from 
behind. Tom leaned his back against LaBar's chest, absorbing as much of his warmth as he could. - "From now 
on I'll always carry your sweater for you, make you hot tea to make sure you won't catch a cold, tuck you 


carefully in the bed, wrapping a comforter around you up to your ears..” 


"Are you having fun?" Tom asked, smiling widely and shaking from holding the laughter back. A little smile crept 
up on Jeff's lips as he continued. 


"And if | saw you had been a good boy for the whole day I'd sing you a song for good night. How does it 


sound?" 
"Pretty frightening, but if | knew how to behave I'd be up for it" 
"So we have to make up a perfect lullaby, just in case." 


He let the singer out of his arms, hearing clumsy mumbles of protest. He went to where all of the 
instruments were stored and found the case with his acoustic guitar. Tom, like it or lump it, had to follow him. 
They sat with their instruments on the amplifiers opposite each other and Jeff strummed a random chord. 
Tom pulled strings, releasing some single notes, closing them with the same chord Jeff had played earlier. La 


Bar smiled at the idea and added more melodic part from him. 


"That's the plan, man!" - Keifer told excitedly. He always got lively when music was involved. - "Just have to 


polish it and it can actually work! Play it all.” 


So he did. Single chord, two seconds of silence with two drum kicks in his thoughts expressed symbolically by 
stomping the heel of his cowboy boot on the floor, notes played by Tom as he remembered them, chord once 
again and his little solo. Looking up he was greeted by singer's beaming face. 


"Awesome!" - He settled his guitar more comfortably on his lap and prepared himself for playing. - "Do it 


again" 

This time the sound flew from both instruments. Tom improved his part in progress and let Jeff play his own 
alone. They kept repeating the whole time after time, again and again, to the point when their fingers glided 
over fretboards smoothly and stroked the strings without them knowing. 


"Dude... | guess we will forget it by tomorrow.. Though riff is good and we could make it big.." Tom started to 


sing along with the tune as they jammed, a big grin spread from ear to ear. Jeff snorted and - forcing the 
laughter back - picked up the theme. 


"You think there are recorders we could borrow?.. Cause we can save it there and make a gig" 

"That made no sense.” Keifer laughed not being able to play any longer. 

"It didn't have to. But the riffs good." 

"The riff's good. You know | love playing with you." 

Jeff smiled devilishly. 

"I know, | see it every time we are onstage." 

Tom straightened up slightly, his softly flushed cheeks didn't slipped Jeff's attention. Yeah, the singer had been 
throwing him rather one-meaning glances onstage and he'd done it quite often. What was more, as if it wasn't 
enough for him he repeatingly had been taking long sessions of staring at him in the tour bus, entirely 
unaware he had been observed by LaBar himself. And that was fascinating. In Jeff's opinion Tom had a very 
expressive face. An open book. 

Not like he himself noticed it accidentally. He had his reasons of having glimpses of Tom too. 

He put his guitar aside and stood up. He walked up to his mate and looked down at him. 


"But you're not the only one on that line." 


From the look in singer's eyes and his expression Jeff could tell Tom was highly dazed. Poor baby didn't 
particularly know what to think of it. 


"What are you trying to do now?" 
LaBar smirked wickedly. "You." 


Because of the fact Tommy still looked like he had no clue if he was being fucked with, Jeff decided it was 
about time to ensure him about his intentions. No talk, just action. He took him by the shoulders and calmly 
raised him to his feet. The singer was a few inches taller than him, so he encircled his neck with a hand and 
drew him closer. He gently pressed his own lips against those baby-like, desired ones, instantly feeling their 
sweetness. Tom shivered, but hardly responded, still too thunderstruck. Jeff's hands flew to his shoulders, 


kneading them lightly. He backed a bit, looking the taller man in the eyes. 


"Relax." - he whispered - "Don't you trust me?" 


Tom gulped, torn between his fantasies coming true and a fear of this all being no more than a cruel joke. 


But.. Could Jeff be that mean to him? They knew each other inside out now. Trusted each other for long. And 


never disappointed the other one. 
That was it. Screw the anxiety. 


This time it was him who bent down and lightly brushed his lips against the other's ones. Jeff didn't wait for 
him to change his mind. He forced his tongue inside his warm mouth, exploring it. Slowly both of them lost 
themselves in a kiss, bodies firmly pressing, but still leaning closer against each other. With every second it 
was becoming less unsure, being more heated, hungry and passionate instead. LaBar pushed singer back, taking 
step after step forward until Keifer felt his back hit the bus wall. Guitarists hand immediately slid down to 
the hem of his T-shirt, underneath it and then back up, rubbing, pinching and teasing his nipples. Tom gasped 
softly, the sensation cumulating in his abdomen and raising his groin. It only intensified when Jeff started 


sucking on his neck. 


The guitarist moved his lips to Tom's Adam's apple. His hand brushed down over his belly to cup and gently 
squeeze his friend's crotch. He felt he was excited already, but he wanted to also see it. He pulled back, looking 
the singer straight in the desire-blurred eyes. 


"Jeff." He heard him gasp his name. 


The taller man touched the other's cheeks, leaning down to kiss him one more time. This simple gesture stoke 
up Jeff's inner fire, igniting the lust he'd never felt before. He groaned into the kiss and took control over it 
for instant. He raised the hem of his shirt, taking it off in an aggressive motion. 


Tom felt guitarists hands all over his body, flaming his skin and setting his senses on fire, but they never 
erred where he most needed them. He wriggled his hips, accidentally rubbing them against Jeff's. The loud 


moan interweaved with a low growl. He couldn't stand the anticipation any longer. 
"Jeff, please." - he panted - "Fuckin stop teasing!" 


That was the invitation LaBar had been waiting for. He unlaced Tom's leather pants and his hand crept inside, 
strongly gripping the other's shaft. Trousers slid down a little, making it possible for the smaller man to stroke 
it. His pace was increasing and soon the singer was writhing under his touch, bucking his hips, unable to control 
whimpers of pleasure escaping his mouth. All this time Jeff's lips did not abandon upper parts of Tom's body. 
He peppered his neck and chest with kisses, sucked on them, left marks, bit, kissed again.. Keifer's thighs 
started to quiver as he panted heavily, that was when LaBar planted a hard kiss on his lips and kneel down. He 
didn't hesitate to wrap his lips around Tom's manhood, neither did he protest when he felt Tom grip his hair. 


His mind was set on just one goal - pleasing the singer all the way to the now near climax. 


Since the two of them met, never had Keifer suspected he'd have LaBar right in front of him on his knees. 
Only the thought of that would drive him insane, but seeing and most of all feeling this in real made his world 


spin His tongue and his lips, carefully taking care of leading him to the divine bliss - all of those so sweetly 


tangible - were like the coronation of Keifer's now quite long time of fantasizing. 


After taking as much of Tom's shaft as he could, Jeff pulled away, sucking hard as he did so, and then he 
focused on playing with the head, swirling his tongue into the narrow rim atop it. It was enough to push Tom 
over the edge. With a cry of satisfaction he came into the guitarists mouth and then leaned heavily against 
the supporting coldness of the bus wall, trying to regain clarity of his mind. LaBar collected his friend's T-shirt 
from the floor and stood up. He waited until Tom opened his eyes, still blurred from the aftermath of the 
orgasm, and smiled to him. Not saying a word the singer took the garment and quickly put himself in order, 


kissing his lover once more. 

"Come on" - he finally murmured - "Let's get back to the room." 
"Wanna leave already?" - Jeff's voice sounded a little bit disappointed. 
Tom smiled deviously. 


"Well, | owe you a favor, don't 1? So better hurry up. The room's much more comfortable than the bus and 


I'm still in the best of the moods." 


